THE GREAT WAR, 1915

"We must all be kind to one another and loving, there must
be no jealousy5', was entered by Douglas as the context of
the sermon. Afterwards we walked to Vaynol Park, which
unfortunately was now nearly all shut up. Douglas and I
had both loved Uncle Charlie Assheton-Smith, the former
owner. He was the kindest soul imaginable and we had
many memories of happy days spent at VaynoL We went
into the little memorial church where he lay. His wife had
had two beautiful marble angels placed one at each side of
his tomb, and we were very impressed by the sad beauty of
their faces as they looked down. A lamp was kept burning
and this added to the effect.

Uncle Walter on his return was very anxious that Douglas
should take part in a game which he loved to play with our
second girl, Doria. She had a funny cloth doll which had
been given to her at Aldershot just before war broke out.
She loved it very much and dressed it as a boy and called
it "Douglas*5. Uncle Walter would hide it, declaring that
it had run away to fight, and when it turned up again, it
would be most effectively covered with bandages. Doria
was a little afraid that her Douglas would want to go away
with her father and so she kept him assiduously beside her.
We slipped in to her room after she was asleep to take the
doll away, but the child had tied it under the bed-clothes
to her bed to prevent anything happening without her
knowledge and Douglas had not the heart to take it.

On our return to Princes Gate we found Willie Jameson
much better and able to be downstaks. Henrietta had invited
his doctor, Gwynn Lawrence, and our great friend Percy
Chubb, an American whom Willie, Henrietta and Douglas
had known for many years, to dinner, and we had a very
happy evening.

The next morning Lord Kitchener sent for Douglas and
told him of the possible resignation of Sir John French.
Kitchener had just returned from Gallipoli and had been